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HAT SAME AFTERNOON, KID COWBOi IS ON HAND AS 
THE SHERIFF FACES' AN ANGRY GROUP OF CITIZENS. . . 




EXPLAIN NOTHING f TWO 

THOUSAND DOLLARS OF THAT 
STOLEN /MONEY WAS FOR A 
NEW TOWN HALL! HOW DO 
I EXPLAIN THAT TO THE 
PEOPLE OF PRAIRIE 
JUNCTION? 



YOU'LL 

HAVE TO TELL 

THEM THE 

'TRUTH, MR. 

COREY/ 





PARDON ME, MR. CORY, 
THE LAD HAS A POINT, 
BUT IT'S STILL NO 
REASON TO FIGHT 
AMONG OURSELVES. 




TRUE , THE DAMAGE HAS BEEN 
PONE, BUT PRAIRIE JUNCTION 
WILL STILL HAVE ITS NEWTOWN 
HALL. IT WILL PLEASE ME TO 
DONATE $2,000 OF 
MY OWN MONEY FOR ) YOU'LL 
THE PURPOSE.' yOOTHAT? 




THAT'S MIGHTY 
GENEROUS OF YUH 
MR. WILKES. OF 
COURSE YOU'LL 
GET BACK EVERY 
PENNY ONCE WE 
CATCH THEM 
THIEVIN' 
HOMBRES. 



IT'S MY PLEA- 
SURE, SHERIFF. 
SINCE COMING 
TO TOWN , MV 
REAL ESTATE 
OFFICE HAS 
DONE QUITE 
WELL. THIS IS MY 
LITTLE WAV OF 
SAYING THANKS. 



% *?*&,; 



MAYBE I 'M WRONG, BUT 
HIS OFFER CAME A LITTLE 
TOO QUICK TO SUIT ME. 
RECKON I ' LL DROP PAST 
HIS PLACE TONIGHT... 




mmmm 

~ -~ - TTLE i 

WEASEL .' ■<: 
WE'VE SOTA^ 



- - -. «. s = 










I'VE JEST SOT WIND ABOUT 
YORE FANCY DONATION. YUH 
NEVER LIFTED A RNSER 
TUH SET ANY OF THET 
LOOT, BUT YUH 
SURE TOSS IT j SHUT UF; 
AROUND FREE J YOU FOOL-- 
AND EASY/ y AND LISTEN.', 



a 
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- ' MBCEN ~ cor my BRAINS, THERE 1 
rtC-.T-. ~ BE ANY LO(T. SURE I "S. 
3-.= TWO ~-0-5AND. BUT WE GRABBED 
= = ' = = •- THAT LEAVES US A NEAT J 
**S.C- - 5=e r=r T s-PROVES MY ^ 





&UT HAWKINS' PEPAfTTURE IS 
CAKEPULUi NOTED BY KEEN EYES. 



inuT£S LATTER.. 

THAT'S RjnnV...' 
HBS&ONB.' HE 

MUST'VE TAKEN A 

TURN OFF ON THAT 

LAST FORK IN 

THE TRAIL. 





w 



OUK LATER., WHEN KID COWBOi COMES TO. 





-£ S SNAPPIN' 
OUT OP- IT, HAWKINS.' 
SHALL. I SLUS 
M ASAIN ' 



HOLD IT' HERE COMES 
SUS 8ACK WITH THAT 
LITTLE NAPOLEON. I 
FIGURED HE'D, WANT A 
HAND IN THIS.' 




fneH me riders pkaw up... ( 







HE'S A DEAD 'UN, 
ALL RISHY.' I- 1 
HELPED VUH A 
LOT. HUH? DID 
EVEKVTHIN' JEST 
LIKE VUH TOLD ME 




LUCKV FOB. ME I PLAVED 
DEAD. THE MAIN THINS 
NOW IS TO HEAD THEM 
OFF --AND X HAVEN'T 
MUCH TIME J 




jf.V HOUR LATER. 1 ; WHEN KID COW8Q1 COMBS TO. 




J HEN THE RiOERS DRAW UP. 





SHUT 'EM DOWN,^ 
WILLIE-- AN' SET 
THAT BRAT, TOO/, 





HE'S A DEAD 'UN, 
ALL RK3HT.' I- 1 
HELPED -yUH A 
LOT, HUH? DID 
EVERVTHIN' JEST 
LIKE-yUH TOLD ME.' 



VOU DID PINE, 
WILLIE/ NOW 
WELL PICK UP 
THE STRONG- 
BOX, SO BACK 
TO THE HOUSE 
FOR A FEW 
THINSS AND THEN 
HEAO WEST/ 




LUCKV FOR ME I PLAVEP 
DEAD. THE MAIN THINS 
NOW IS TO HEAD TH6M 
OFF -AND I HAVEN'T 
MUCH TIME.' 




HALF HOUR LATER AT WILKES 
RANCH. . 





WW/5 STRENGTH SPENT, WtU-lE SLUMPS 
723 THE GROUND. TAK/NS ACVANTA3EOF 
~-S OPPORTUNITY, KlDCOWBOiMTTACKS... 




D- DON'T 
HIT ME 
ASAlN / 
P-PLEASE.' 



A DIRTY KILLER x 
LIKE 'lOU DOESN'T 
DESERVE MERCY/ 



I'M TAKING YOU J 

N, WILKES --AND <T 

YOU'LL. PAY THE PULL ) 

PRICE FOR YOUR 1 

MUROERIN' DEEDS/Y 




THE CITIZENS OF 
PRAIRIE JUNCTION WANT 
TO THANK YOU, 
RANDY. YOU'LL 
BE A SREAT MAN 
SOMEDAY. MEBBE 
YOU'LL BECOME 
A COMMITTEE 
PRESIDENT- JUST 
LIKE ME.' 





tewSRsfeo * 



There was nothing wrong 

WITH THE TOWN OF POWDER 
FALLS THAT A COOP SHERIFF 
COULDN'T FIX'. THE ONLY 
PROBLEM WAS- FINDING THE 
RIGHT MAN FOR THE JO&. 
THIS WAS THE SITUATION 

the SMG/N6 cotveoy 

AND HIS PAL CHUCKAWALLA 
SOON DISCOVERED WHEN IT 
BECAME THEIR JOB TO 
TEACH THE MEANING OF... 




One hot, ousty afternoon, as the s/ng/a/g 

COWBOY ANP HIS PAL CHUCKAWALLA RIDE INTO 
THE TINY TOWN OF POWDER PALLS 



-J NOT MUCH, 
T RECKON.' THEY 
STRIKE ME AS SADDLE 
TRAMPS -AN' POWDER 
FALLS AINT NEV&R 
TOOK KINDLY TO 
THET BREED. 




I'LL ONLY 8E A SECOND, 
CHUCKAWALLA , Y0U KEEP 
AN EYE ON THE MOSSES - 
AN' WHATEVER. YOU DO, 
STAY CLEAR OF ANY 
WINDY TALKIN' THET'LL 
LEAD US INTO TROUBLE/ 



SHUCKS, CLINT,' YOU 
KNOW MEBETTER'N 
THAT/ I WON'T 
SAY A WORD.' jjl 




MOVENTS LATBR 




\ 



LAST NIGHT WE RUN INTO 5IX 
6UNMEN AT YELLER CREEK. THEY 
JUMPED US, BUT IT WAS THEIR 
FUNERAL.,' THE BAD PART WAS X FIRED 

MUH GUNS SO t r ' 

FAST THE BARRELS WoH \ GOT 
MELTED AWAY. I WAS I DON'T I ALL 
SHORE SORRV TO / 5AY/ / SIX 

LOSE — -^. -A HUH- 

'£M.' 




UH'UH*. I'D BETTER GIT QVE* 
THERE IH A HURRy .' 
CHUCKAWALLA MUST'VE 

PUT HI5 FOOT IN IT 



I'M MAKIN 1 yOU SHE*.— C- 
, POWDER FALLS -SON-T-" 
'fROM WHUT YOU'VE BEE* TEUW 
US, I'M CONVINCED VER -E-, c = .: 

PER 7^E JCS.* = NE£D A 
A\AN O' YORE TA_£KTS.' 




'JUST WHAT KINDA STORIES \ NOW IT'S NOT 
HAVE YOU BEEN TELLIN ' 'EM ? ) WHUT YORE 




JEST STAND 
STEADY, 
SHERIFF. 
THIS'LL 
ONLY TAKE 
A MINUTE.' 



TAKE ALL THE-S^ WHUTS THE 
IDEE TAKIN' MUH MEASUREMENTS? 

ARE YOU A TAILOR ^ 

OR SOMETHING 




a 




7hat night in thb local cafe. 



HERE'S TO YA, SON.' ALL YUH GOT TO 
DO NOW iS RID POWDER FALLS OF ■ 
DEAD-EYE BURKE AN' HIS GANG OF 
OUTLAWS/ THEM'S THE ONES BEEN 
KILLIN' ALU OUR 





r-THET WEREN'T 
NICE O'YOU, 
DEAD E>E/ I 
DIDN'T EVEN HAVE 
A S\P O' TMET 
S-SODV POP.' ^P^ 



SODY POP! AN* THEY 
MADE YOU SHERIFF z 
HO- HO/ WAIT'LL TH' 
BOYS HEAR ABOUT 
THIS .' 



COME JATIDDY NIGHT, YOU 
AN' MB GOT A DATE ' IF YUH 
GOT ANY UNFINISHED BUSINESS, 
YUH BETTER TEND TUH IT 
MIGHTY SOOU.' 



NICE GOIN', SON .'YUH 
TOLD <\IA OFF REAL 
PROPER.' WHEN 
SATIDPy GITS HERE, 
YOU'LL HANDLE THET 
SHERIFF-jKILLEH 
SLICK AS A 
WHISTLE/ 




T*AT SATURDAY NIGHT. BURKS A_ND HIS DRUNKEN GANG 
RIDE INTO TOWN, 




KIN' YORE ©OIN' TO \P-PO 
K A 06AD SHERIFF \ yUH 

IN51PE C TEN SECONDS, ) HAVE 
I'LL M WI&HTY 
GENEROUS AN 
©RANT yUH A 
LAST REQUEST- 
SAME AS % PIP 
ALL THE OTHERS 
WHUT'LL IT 

•ft 




^eact 




CV1 TAGGART had decided to kill the man 
who was chasing him He had fled all the 
way to Mexico from San Angelo, hut he was sick 
and tired of it. He had lost 25 pounds from running 
away. Looking in the mirror, he could hardly 
recognize himself; he looked more like his pursuer 
;han himself, 

The natural resemblance had grown more 
marked with each succeeding day. His face had 
become seamed and weather-beaten like the 
Ranger's, and his loss of weight had trimmed his 
tall frame to the same raw-boned leanness. Indeed, 
the resemblance had become so striking rhat it was 
no wonder Lum's cunning brain had devised its 
scheme for a second murder. 

Yes, it had been murder the first time. too. Back 
in San Angelo he had killed a man who had caught 
him robbing. the express office. Shot him in cold 
blood. 

But there had been a w i tness — the man » ho was 
chasing him now. Lum had had just time enough 
to hide his loot when the gaunt-faced Ranger had 
swung to saddle after him. That was when Lum 
had started running — and he'd been running ever 
since. 

But tonight, he was going to stop. Any minute 
now, the Ranger would come out of the hotel. The 
street was dark. Quiet. There'd be no witnesses 
this time. When it was over, he'd steal the man's 
credentials and complete the impersonation. Then 
he'd go back to San Angelo and pick up his hidden 
cache and head for California under the Ranger's 
name, whatever it was. Perfect! 

The door of the hotel opened. Lum's double 
stepped out into the dusty street. 

Lum pushed the gun in the man's back. "You 
can stop braking now, Ranger!" His voict was a 



low hiss. "This is the end of the trail. No, don't 
turn. Take it this way!" 

The gun barked twice in Lum's hand, "pumping 
sudden death into the Ranger's back. 

Hardly had the man's body slumped to the 
ground than Lum's quick fingers had closed over 
the wallet containing the credentials. Then Lum 
was astride his waiting horse, gouging spurs into 
its flanks and heading back across the Rio Grande. 



Two days later Lum rode into the town of 
Laredo. As he tied his cayuse to_ a hitching rock in 
front of the hotel, a voice boomed beside him. 

"Just a minute, Podner " 

Lum sucked in his breath Had Texas law caught 
up to him alread'. 

"Ain't you Joe Brad* 

Lum Taggart heaved a sigffbf relief and turned 
slowly to face his questioner. - 

The man wore a sheriff's star on his chest. The 
long fingers of his right hand rested on the butt 
of his gun. He was smiling. 

"Bradson? Why, no, Sheriff. Never heard of the 
feller. Name's Dan Turner, Texas Ranger." Lum 
produced the stolen credentials and handed them 
over to the law officer. "Been manhunting acrosi 
the border. On my way back to San Angelo." 

The Sheriff handed back the credentials, appar- 
ently satisfied with explanation. "Get your man?" 

Lum was enjoying his role ef Texas Ranger. 
"Yeah, feller by the name of Lum Taggart. Drilled 
a man up in San Angelo 'bout three months ago. 
Caught up to him just yesterday. He- — uh — won't 
be doing any more killin'." 

"That so!" The lawman looked impressed. "Ge 



mg back to San Angelo, y'sayr" 
i ep. 

"Mind if I ride with yuli? Goin' all the way to 
Abilene, myself. Kinda' like company when I 
travel." 

Lum breathed easv The breaks were with him 
all the way. "In company with a bonafide lawman, 
nobody would ever suspect he wasn't the real Dan 
Turner. When they got to San Angelo, he'd pick up 
his hidden cache and be out of town within an 
hour, bound for California. 

His luck held. Entering the sprav n of 

San Angelo, he felt doubly secure. Only a little 
while now and he'd be on the way. 

Lum drew rein in front of the expre^ '-fnce, dis- 
mounted and tied his horse to the cortonwood tree 
in the center of the street. "Well, Podner. here'* 
u - here we part company ." Grinning, he turned to 
face bis companion — and fnund himself staring in- 
to the business end of the other's six-gun! 

"Come and ger him, boys!" The lawman was 
calling out. "I've brung in Joe Bradson." 

Lum heard the door of the express office bang 
nnrn behind him. Half a dozen men poured out, 
formed a tight circle ahnut him. Two of the men 
wore the silver badges of the Texas Rangers, 
Another man held a long coil of rope, eyed the 
lower branch of the big tree. Someone reached foi 
hum's gun and at the same time pulled out Dan 
Turner's credentials. 

"What's the idea! You fellers are ma kin' a big 
mistake! Those credentials — look at em!" 

The trial was very brief. 

"What's the verdict, Judge Holbs 5 " Lum's late 
travel companion was not so friendly now 

"Turner's credentials, all right," said the Judge. 

"Sure, they are!" Lum said. 

They had to believe him! How could they prove 
different? No one would ever see trie real Turner 
again. He had killed Turner in Mexico, hidden his 
body where no one would ever find it. Lum Tag- 
gart was wanted for murder, but as Dan Turner 
he was safe. He must be! All he had to do was 
stick to his story. 



Court ended suddenly. "Guilty," the Judge said. 

"All right, Boys. String him up!" 

Lum was still protesting as they put the noose 

around his neck. "Fro Turner!" He yelled. "Turnerl 

Why can't you believe me!" 
The Judge looked doubtful. "Sure about that?" 
"Yes! Yes! You've got to ketieve me!" 
For answer, the Judge nodded to the several 

iiit'ii whose strong hands held the other end of the 

rope. 

A yank and it was all over. Lum's body swayed 
to and fro above them as the men tied the loose 
end of the rope around the trunk of the tree. Judge 
Hoihs was »cra tching his head. "Can't figu; « it out! 
Can't figure it, at all!" 

"Me. neither," said the man who'd carried the 
rope. "This here Bradson insists he's Dan Turner 
— the man he killed right on this spot no more'n 
three months ago' I recollect Bradson finished Dan. 
Turner off after Dan got nicked by a feller called 
htsself Lum Taggart Seems Taggart tried to rob 
the express office, but couldn't pull it off. Got 
scared when he thought he'd killed Turner and 
headed south. Then this Bradson feller come along, 
gunned Turner down, took his credentials and 
staned off in the same direction. Wonder what 
ever happened to Taggart." 

"ProbaBly still in Mexico," opined the Judge. 
"But I don't see no reason to send a man down 
there to tell him the truth about Dan's murder. 
Seems to me Texas is a lot better off without that 
kind of feller around to mess it up." 

"You're right there, Judge," agreed the other 
man. "Dont guess Taggart 'II be coming back." 

The men started moving in off the street. At the 
door nf the express office, Judge Hollis turned and 
looked up at the swaying body. "You know, this 
(filer Bradson kind of looks like Taggart in a way. 
Ever see Taggart, Frank? Wasn't around very 
long." 

"Yeah, I saw him a cnupla' times — by gosh, 
\ ou're right at that, Judge. This feller's a dead 
ringer for him!" 

THE END 



With an olp *an*s 

SfiCUKITy at stake, 
KIP COWBOY TURNS 
JOCKEIfANP VVINS A 
NECK- ANP- NECK RACE 
WITH A SANS OF 
TREACHEROUS SJPE- 
WINPERS... TO THE 
ACCOMPA NlAlENT OF 
BLAZINS SW-SUNS ANP 
7HVHP£fttN6 HOOFS/ 




MeAVWMLE, AT CHABUE COLUNS 1 
T/NY SPKEAP.., 



JUMPtN' JOSHUA, MU. you 

(COU&H) WOP THET POUNDING 
ALL YA GOTTA PO IS UFT 
THE LATCH AH 
WALK IN 



I JEST PROPPEP Sy TUH CT 
REMINE7 YUH, CHARLIE' THE 
PAYMENT ON YORE MORTGAGE 
IS PUE IN A 

WEEK/ SEE < A WEEK- HUH? 
THET I GIT _ M \ RECKON IT'LL 



IF YUH PON'T \ yOU JEST 1_ 

PAY UP ON WlE, j WHOA UP, 
I'M KICKIN' ^/TATE FLETCHER.' 

YUH OUT.' 




THEM NO eOOV COSOTES BEEN 
TRYIN' TUH PUSH ME OFFA MUH, 
LANE?, RANPY--&UT THEY'P BETTER 
CLEAR OUTA 
HYAR AFORE 
I LOSE /ViUH 
7EWPER/ 



I'M SOIN'—BUT REMEMBER , 
CHARLIE/ 6IT THET THOUSAND 
POLLARS BY NEXT WEEK, 
k. OR Cl£AK oar. 1 



WHAT'S THAT lTATE FLETCHER 
CROOK TALKlN' ^\ HOLPS A 
ABOUT, CHARLIE?/ MORTGAGE 
OH MY LANP- 
RECKON HE C'N 
RUN ME OFF, EF'N 
I DON'T PAY UP/ 




C'/V //£ RUN* WHY RANCY, SOME- 
TIMES I THINK THIS CRITTER'S 60T 
WINGS INSTEAD O' LEGS.' 

— \r 




THAT SETTLES IT.' I'M ENTERING 8Utl£T 
IN THE COUNTY RACE THIS SATURDAY' 
THERE'S A 51,500 



PRIZE, MU I'LL 

moe suiter/ 




jumpw sa&b- 
brush* the 

county race... it 
might work/ 




/* THE DAYS THAT FOLLOW, KiP COWBOY PUTS 
BULLET THROUGH HIS PACgS / 




T*- A GHT S£FO*E TH£ #4C£... $EV£KAL HOURS LATS.R 



/V/KV- - *M£/&Hhh/ i 




At 70S FAIR GROUNDS, TUB. FOUOWN& DAY,., 



A FEW SECONDS BEFORE STARTING T/ME. 



I'M WORRylN'ASOuT yUH, RANP7-- ESPECIALLY 
AFTER WHUT HAPPENEP LAST NK3HT.' THEM 
KILLERS'LL STOP AT NOTHIN7 
M5BBB YOU'P BETTER CALL 
THE WHOLE THINS OFF ' 



NOTHING DOING, 
CHARLIE.' NOW 
GO FINP A SPOT BY 
THE RAIL/IT'S 
SETT INS NEAR 
RACE TIME/ 



TOO SAP LUKE 
MUFF EC THINGS 
LAST NIGHT 




^ 



I AIN'T THROUGH VET, 
GUS,' I MAPE A PEAL 
WITH ONE O' THE RfPERS,' 
YOU XL SEE WHUT I MEAN,' 




At THE FAR TURN. 



-:: 



WHEN W£ ROUNP 
THIS TURN, BOY-- 
SHOW 'EM 
VORE HEELS ' 



T 




tVHA <- * < THIS IS THE ENP 

O' YORE RACE, 

SONNY/ 





\R.' ■) THET'5 RIGHT- 
ilN'T J AN' A RIPER- 



LOOK THAR. 

THE KIP Air 

SITTIN ' ON y LESS HOSS 
HIS HOSS, U CAN'T WIN.' 
TATE/ 





I RECKON THAT SIPS 
SLIP FOOLED l BW 
ALL. BULLET/ HOLE? 
STEADY WHILE I 
VB BACK' 





A SHORT WHILE LATER ... 




youiL do nothin; TATE -- 

EXCEPT PICK UP YOUR MONEY 
THEN CLEAR OUTA TOWN.' 





LOOKA THAT SKUNK 1 
RIDE.' HE'S TAKIN' 
YOUR At7V'IC£ REAL 
SERIOUS.' YOU SHORE 
PlC? WE AN' A HEAP 
O' OTHER FOLKS 
HEREABOUTS A 
SREAT SERVICE, 
RANPY' 



I WAS SLAO TO DO IT— 
AN' YOU KNOW SOME- 
THINS, CHARLIE? HE 
AIN'T A SKUNK- HE'S 
A SIDE- WINDER — 
THE DIRTIEST, 
SNEAKINC-EST KIND 
OF RATTLER THERE IS 




9j££,Jl 0l 3?JJi E ? rAKeS ' WHEH WQ COWBOy ANP RED FEATHER PIT COURAGE 
2?-2SI ™?*L A TREACHEROUS K1UER.' BUT THE GALLANT FAIR NEVER FA ITER. 
AS THEIR PErAPLZ SIX 6UNS SFEA< OUT WITH .„. -g 





WHEW/ WE MACE IT.' THAT'S 
AS CLOSE TO REAL 
TROUBLE AS I 
EVER WANT 
TO COME / 



I COULD FEEL THE 

HAND OP THE &REAT 

SPIRIT ON /v\y 

SHOULDER. 




RECKON IF IT WASN'T 
FOR YOU TWO, I'D BE 
BUZZARP BAIT. DOWN 
THERE AT THE BOTTOM 
OF THE RAVINE ' 



HOW COMf X7U WECE 
PR IV IN' THAT WAV? 
why pi?% r YOU 
USE YOUR BRAKES 



wmim 



I TRIED TO BRAKE PQWN.' BUT 
SOWEBODy HAS TAMPERED WITH 
IT/ IT'S BEEN SAWEP THROU&H/ 




>£AH, AN' I KNOW 
WHO IT WAS/ YOU SEE 
I RUN A WALL FREIGHT 
LINE.CARRYIN' ORE 
FROM THE COPPER 
MINES, TO THE RAIL- 
ROAD AN' BRIN&IN' 
MACHINERY AN' PARTS 
BACK .' THE MORGAN 
LINE'S BEEN OUT TO 
GET ME / 




3£TTlN<S THIS LOAE* THROU&ri 
*£ANS A LOT/ IF I DIDN'T, THE 
v\£5 WOULPN'T RENEW /WY 
CONTRACT.' AN' I'D BE OUT OF 
THE PICTURE ! THEY'VE 
TERRORIZED ALU rtW 
DRIVERS/ NO ONE 
WILL WORK _^^f WHO'S 
FOR ME/ J~~ BEHiNC 

ALL THIS? 



AN HOMBRE NAMED DALE ] 
MORGAN/ HE WANTS TO 
TAKE OVER ALL THE FREGHT 
BUSINESS IN THE TERRITORY/ 
I WAS THE 
ONLY ONE 
WHO STOOD 
UP TO HIM/, 



Cater, at the railroad depot... 





FEW AVNUTES 1 4T£R, IN DALE MORGAN S OFFICE . . . 



MORGAN/ I JUST 
SAW LAWRENCE AT 
RAILROAD STATION/ 
HE BROUGHT THE 
ORE THROUGH/ 



THAT MEANS THE MINES'LL RENEW h S 
CONTRACT/ I THOUGHT YOU Pi* ED 
THE BRAKE ON 
HIS WAGON, / BUT I DID BOSS/ 
CALICO/ r-f SOMETHIN' MUSTVE 





Meanwhile.. 



|F IT WARN'T FOR 
KID COWBOY AND 

RED FEATHER, 
BESS, I'D HAVE 
SEEN DONE 
FOR.* 



THANKS FOR SAVING 
WAYNE/ IF ANY- 
THING HAD 

HAPPENED 

TO HIM 






oh, that make* 


\ 600D/ WE'LL 


ME FEEL SO MUCH 


| HAVE A 


BETTER/ PLEASE 


/CELEBRATION/ 


come in, boys/ / 


I ONLT HAVE 


I'VE BAKEP V 


TWO ROOMS 


A CAKE- <^ 


BEHIND THE 


AUC> I'LL-- 1 OPFiCE/BUT SOME - 


TLL MAKE J C?A> 


BESS ANP I 


SOME f WILL 


HAVE A SIC? 


COFFEE /A^ HOU: 


HHj 


^_ OWN / A 


il 




(^5fc3s 









&ATJER ., 





REP FEATHEK ANP 
I WILL SEE THAT 
IT'S PHLIVERE7.' VOU 
BETTER GET SOME RESTJ 
WEIL SEN? FOR A 
COCTOR TO LOOK YOU 
OVER IN THE MORNING •< 



I HAVE TO 
PRIVE TOMORROW 
ANP GET THE 
MACHINERY 
UP TO 
THE MINE! 
BUT NOW., 



•^ 




The mxr Mom//v& 



THE DOCTOR JUST LEFT' 
HE SAID WAYNE WOULD BE 
ALL RIGHT IN A FEW WEEKS'" 
I DON'T KNOW WHAT WE 
WOULD HAVE PONE IP IT 
WEREN'T FOR YOU ' 




jJjATER, //V TOWA/, HOSTILE EYES WATCH 

kid cowsoyj t 



its xr/o 

THAT'S LAWRENCE'S J COWBOYS IF 
WA&ON / WHO'S y WE VO ANYTHING, 
THAT DSlVIN'/ r MORGAN, WE'LL 



I PONT KNOW HOW MB eOT 
INTO THIS.' BUT WE'LL DO A 
BETTER JOS ON Hi* --AN 
YOU DID ON 



NEVER MIND THAT/ ROUND 
UP THE BOYS/ WE'LL AM- 
BUSH THE WA60N AT 
LONE PASS/ NOBODY CAN 
BLAME US IF THERE'S A 
ROCK- SLIDE, AND KlP 
COWBOY HAPPENS TO 
SET CRUSHED UNDER IT/ 




SET REAPY, 
BOYS/ THERE'S 
THE WAGON 
COM IN' NOW/ 




yfl SHORT 0/S7AMCE AWAY... 



A SHOT/ IT£AME FROM THE 
RlPSE ON LONE PASS.' REP 
FEATHER MUST BE 
IN TROUBLE/ J^^=* t 





THAT'S BETTER/ HERE .CALICO/ FINISH 
HIM OFF WITH THIS/ A KNIFE OQESti'T 
MAKE ANT NOlSE. 
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LATER, AFTER THE PRISONERS HAVE BEEN 
TURNED OVER TO WE MARSHAL , AND THE 
MACHINERY QEUVEReO,., 



MY TROUBLES ARE REALLY OVER, 
THANK5 TO YOU TWO/ THE MARSHAL 
CLOSED DOWN MOR&ANS FREIGHT LINE 

p- « 7 AND IW6ETTIN' 

r COULDN'T YOU AND ^ ALL THE 

REP FEATHER STAY f BUSINESS 







r rM A-DOIN 1 M"V 
^TERPieCHORlN', 


VERV BEST ' 
MR. MLLVWEYiy 
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YOU KINJ DO BETTER THAN THAT, 
STUMPY : GIVE US SOME HIGH KICK6. 
LIKE ONE OF THEM DANCE HALL 
GiRlS ! 




A NEW EXPERIENCE FOR YOU! 



STARTUHGLV t>lf«REHT. 



Deathless Spirits roam the 
half-worlds of thrilling fantasy! 



+■ 




Planets collide as man ventures 
a million miles into space! 




You will B»sn as yam journey thiouKh thv 
dim rorridori of man's Incredible imagination 
with the world'* rarrmwt science-fantasy 
fiction writers! H. B. Hirkfy. H. U Gold. 
Welter M. Hilkr. Jr.. Raymond Chandler. 
R*y Bradbury, Kris Neville, haae A^imov, 
Paul W. Ftirmin.- In 

f 

[ The New cjuartMly M>ir»»inf 

of Clastic Seienc- Miction 

and Fantasji In the Popular Digrit Form 



'4rtt05tic 



Time ceases to exist in the realms of 
the strange, bizarre, and unusual! 
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AT YOUR NEWSSTAND NOW! - 3St 



m& ZMAMi MS PtTFAUS. AW/0 
WAPPOMTMENT. M£A&T88EAii. SAtiEW&S&f 

lorsoFTRAeepy. pev'r&AFAUXPAS.foe 

Winnintf strategy, read MWI&GerALMGWtTH 
&RL%qy HOW T0 &erAlMf U/rtHBOyS. Put 

PtycHoteqy towwk- no more clumsy mistatos 
fetyov wi+h these arriszirig handbooks. 1 




IT'S EASY TO WIN 

SOMEONE 

When You Know How! 




PUZA BOOK CO., 109 Broad St., M.Y.C.4 



READ FOR YOURSELF 

How To Intern* Sam* on* in Y on 
. . . Get Detei . . . Win Hit or Her 
Love . . . Become the. "On* and 
Only" . . . "M<te up" After a 
Quarrel . . . Expseu Your Love . . , 
Hold Your Sweetheart ... Be « 
Pertonelity ■ ■ . Improve Your 
Converiatlon. Loots. Manneri . . . 
Overcome Inferiority . . . end many 
more topict. 

JO-DAY TRlAl OFFER 

FREE I da>i trial if you m*i1 cou- 
pon now. Ge* your copy in pUm 
wr*pp#r by return rrufl. 'Mofity 
b*cV if no* d»li9nt*rd 



MAIL COUPON TODAY!!! 



PLAZA BOOK CO.. Dept. cM4 

10* Broad St., New York 4. ft. t. 

Send tin bool erweled bale-. I'll pay pottman 98t plui 

pottage. If not delighted. I may retura it in (0 dayt 

for refund. 

D Ho» To Sat Along Wit* SMu 

D Ho* To Sat Along With toyt 

NAME 



ADDRESS 
CITY 



ZONE STATE. 

O CHact H»r* H ,ew entice* *$c end ** 
pev pwttgf Same rifund after Heidi. 



